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Metallica. | had heard a lot about Metallica from Dave over the years. Early on, most of it was unflattering 
but nowadays, now that Metallica and Megadeth were one good terms, Dave was much more kindly disposed 
towards them. He would tell me stories about the old days; tales from 1982. and early 1983, when he was in 
Metallica and they were wild and young. Most of those stories revolved around booze and weed and all the 


crazy happenings of youth. 


Dave told me about how Cliff was always stoned, how Ron always seemed to have plenty of money when the 
other guys were broke. He told me about Lars, who was always confident and so determined to make Metallica 
into a famous band. Most of all, Dave talked about James. | could tell, from his softer voice and the dreamy 
look in his eyes, that he had always had a special fondness for James. Dave had seen James as innocent and 
vulnerable and had always been there to protect him from the big, bad world. 


Just as he did with me when we first met. 


That night, we were backstage, tuning up ready for our show. We were playing with Metallica and our fans and 
their fans were pretty excited about it. Dave was sitting on an amp playing guitar; his long fingers sliding up 
and down the fret board. He was so skilled and graceful, | felt as if | could have just watched him all night. 
Sitting next to me was Marty. He was also playing but he didn't seem very pleased. He fiddled with the volume 
knob on his amp and shook his head. 


"Here buddy, is it just me or does this amp sound really quiet?" he said to me. 


| listened to Marty play for a moment; he did sound quiet. There as also a crackling sound when he moved his 
guitar. After swapping our leads over, we realised that it was his amp lead that was dodgy. 


Shit!" said Marty. "Here, can you go to the van and bring me another lead? | still need to tune up". 


"Sure" | said. | set off, exiting through the side door which opened onto the street behind the club. Ours and 


Metallicas' vans, containing our equipment were parked nearby. 


As | approached our van, | saw James Hetfield by his van. He was muttering under his breath and fiddling with 
a key, trying to open the back door. | gazed at him curiously, I'd seen him plenty of times before but | hadn't 
really had a chance to speak to him, apart from the odd "Hi". He was wearing a red chequered shirt and faded 
grey-blue jeans. His long, blonde hair tumbled over his collar, hiding the back of his neck. He looked very 
outdoorsy and | suddenly imagined him on my parent's farm, going shooting or fishing, enjoying the great 


outdoors. 

James must have sensed that | was there because suddenly he turned round and gazed at me. He didn't look 
mad but the gleam from his intense blue eyes was a little unnerving. | didn't want him to think | was spying on 
him, so | spoke quickly. 

"Um, are you OK there?" 

"Huh? Oh yeah, I'm fine. | just forgot one of the leads so | came to get it and | picked the wrong set of keys". 
James smiled and tossed the keys in the air, catching them easily. His smile warmed up his entire face, making 
him look younger and carefree. | couldn't help it but | found him pretty attractive. 

"OK then" | said, smiling back. "| came here to get a lead too. One of ours isn't working properly". 


"Mind if | come too?" James asked. "| wanna see what kinds of amps you guys have". 


"Uh well, | don't think we've got any left in the van, they're all backstage". Suddenly | felt shy at the thought 


of James coming back to our van with me. 


"But surely you must have some spare ones?" James sounded amused now. Maybe he guessed he was making 


me feel shy. 


"Uh, | guess so" | said. | unlocked the back of the van and climbed inside. There were lots of boxes within, most 


were empty but a few contained our spare equipment. | began searching through the boxes, after a lead. 


"Say, it's nice and private in here" James said. | looked round and saw that he had followed me inside. "You 


know, we could make out here and nobody would see us". 


"James!" | exclaimed, blushing. "That's a.weird thing to say". | tried to ignore the excited, squirming feeling in 
my stomach at the thought of such a thing. It felt as if James could magically read my mind and knew that | 
found him hot and was playing up to it. 


"I think it's a sensible thing to say" James replied. "And it would be an even better thing to do". 


"We can't" | said, trying (and failing) to sound convincing. "I gotta take this lead back to Marty". | held up the 


lead to show James. 


"Ah, he can wait a few minutes" James said casually. He pulled the doors closed behind us. "Besides, if he can't 
wait, he'll come and get the lead himself". 


"Hey, don't say that" | protested, feeling myself go even redder. "He'd.he'd catch us then!" 
"He'd catch us? Ah, so you DO want to make out" James said gleefully. 
"| didn't mean it like that!" | said at once. 


"Hahahaha, | bet the thought of Marty coming in and seeing us making out is making you feel horny, isn't it?" 
James grinned at me in a predatory way. | didn't know what to do or say. Part of me was scared but part of 
me really, REALLY wanted James to kiss me. | wondered exactly what my band mates would think if they could 


see me Now. 


"You're not saying no so | guess that's a yes" said James. Then before | could stop him, he put his arms round 
me, pulled me close and pressed his lips against mine. | gasped with surprise, which James must have thought 
was an invitation for him to kiss me deeper. | have to say though, | didn't complain. | liked it very much; James 
tasted nice..not of beer but fresh and minty, as if he had recently cleaned his teeth. His lips were soft but 
firm and his moustache tickled my nose and cheek. | found myself returning his embrace, holding him close and 


enjoying our secret moment of passion. 


"Naughty boy" said James, breaking the kiss and winking at me. | gazed up at him in a haze of pleasure. "Hahah, 
| guess that Metallica and Megadeth are getting on very well, at least in here" he added. 


| didn't know what to say to that.l'm not smart mouthed, like Dave, who seems to have an answer for 
everything. | bet he'd have said something really witty or saucy (probably both) back to James. Then the 


though of it being Dave in here, kissing James, made me giggle. James must have thought | was laughing 


because of what he had said and this pleased him. He smirked a bit and held me even closer. He began kissing 


my face and neck and his one hand roamed downwards, finding and squeezing my ass hard. 

| gasped again, partly in surprise but mostly in excitement. "Haha, | thought you'd like that" James murmured 
in my ear. "You're so hot, such a sexy little thing". His hands caressed my ass and | began stroking his hair, 
which felt so soft and fluffy. "Megadeth must keep you a secret but now you're all mine, for the moment” 


James continued. 


Suddenly, there was a loud knock on the back door. | squeaked with surprise, wriggling free of James’ embrace. 
James muttered a curse under his breath and let me go too. 


"Hey kid, what are you doing in there?" yelled Marty. "Have you got lost or something?" 


"l-L..>" | stammered, trying to speak clearly. My haze of passion hadn't yet dissipated and James wasn't making 
it any easier, grinning at me in a sexy way. 


"| couldn't find a lead" | finally blurted out. 

"Geez, there must be fucking hundreds in there?" Marty groaned. "Here, let me look’. | froze with horror as | 
heard his hands on the door; he was turning the handle to open it! Suddenly, there was another shout, this one 
from further away. 

"Hey, Marty! Come here, will ya? I've just made up this killer riff, you gotta here it". 


It was Dave! Thank goodness. 


"Ok, I'm coming" Marty shouted back. | heard his footsteps getting quieter as he walked away. | sat there on 
the van floor, my cheeks burning and my heart pounding. Next to me, James chuckled softly. 


"Heheh, your wish of him catching us nearly came true". 
"Shush James" | muttered, trying to glare at him. | couldn't help but smile, however. James's cheeks were 
flushed a pretty pink and his eyes were shining. How was it, that even nearly been caught kissing another guy, 


he still looked so darn innocent. 


| better let you get back to your band mates then’ James said. He patted my ass. "Shall | let myself out of 
the front?" 


"Urm..y-yeah" | stammered, trying to ignore what he had just done. "Yeah, you do that and I'll.get going now". 
"Alright then" said James. He pulled me close and kissed me one last time. "I'll catch up with again soon, baby". 


Oh shit, what did he just call me? | didn't know whether to be cross or delighted. James winked at me and 


clambered over the boxes, making his way to the front of the van. Just before he opened the side door, | 
called out to him. 


"Thanks James, l-l really enjoyed that!" 


"No worries, | have plenty more where that came from" James said cheekily. Before | could ask him what he 


meant, he had left the van, closing the door softly after him. 
| stared at the closed door for a minute, thinking about what had just happened. | was feeling so many 


emotions at the moment, most of them good It was been so exciting, so sudden and so sexy. | could still smell 


James' aftershave and taste his minty breath on my tongue. | wanted to sit and daydream about our time 
together but the sensible part of my brain reminded me that | needed to get the lead back to Marty. 
Climbing out of the van again, | locked the doors and headed back to the club, lead wrapped safely round my 
arm. | wondered what James was doing and thinking about now? | hope it was about me. | hope he had enjoyed 


himself as much as | had. 


| went back into the club, where the warmth and sounds of my band mates playing greeted me. Nick waved 


from his drum kit, Dave smiled and Marty rolled his eyes. 
"Ha, he returns! We thought you'd got back to fucking Cali to get the lead, man!" 


"Sorry" | said, trying my best to appear innocent. Nick and Dave just laughed. | handed the lead to Marty and 
he plugged it into his guitar. 


"Right, let's see if this fixes the problem" he said. 
It did. His amp sounded its usual normal and loud self. Pleased with this result, he began playing a few chords, 
taking no more notice of me. | went over to my bass and was about to switch it on, when | felt somebody tap 
me on the shoulder. Looking up, | saw Dave there. 


"Hey buddy" | said, smiling at him. Dave grinned back, looking very amused. 


"So?" he said in an innocent voice. "Did you and James have a nice time together?" 


The End 


